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TANK GIRL SAID THAT SHE WOULD COME 
AROUND LATER TO HELP ME WATER THE 
DAHLIAS, OR SOME OTHER FUCKING 
PLANT THAT I DIDN'T EVEN KNOW T HAD. 
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I'VE KNOWN TANK GIRL FOR 
aR I CAN Rt Sui 


A DICKIES’ 
ON BLUE 


, 
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PUEFETY 
PUFF PUFF 


QUICK, BARNEY! 
LET'S DUCK INTO 
HOGAN HALL - WE'LL 
LOSE HER IN THE 
CROWD! 


BRILLIANT! 
WHO'S ON THE 
BILL? 


RIGHT, 
YOU BITCHES, 
HAND OVER THE 
MERCHANDISE! 


au itu 
La 


SHUT UR 
YOU SILLY OLD 
COW, CAN'T 
YOU SEE WHAT'S 
HAPPENING? 


TAM 
COMPLETELY 
STUPIDLY 
RULY 
FUCKING 


aetna 
Py en vac OME te 
L ET Shb+ Bybee: NY \ S 
WE'RE IN TROUBLE WITH ARTY PARTY'S SO, IN A NUTSHt 
5 HERE IS OUR 5 
YEAROLD TROUBLEMAKING KO CALLE $0 FAR - WE 
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LET'S GET 
DRINK. GET 
UR HEADS 

TOGETHER. 


y 
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ARTY FUCKING 
IRTY! LET THE KID 

GO, YOU HORRIBLE, 

GREASY SHYSTER 


AH. aia E 
HERE WE ARE, ieee 
FIRST ONE'S FS 
ON ME. 


TTT 


STEP 
ASIDE AND LET A 
REAL MAN TAKE 

A SHOT. 


BESIDES, 
BARREL’: 
BENT, I CAN SEE IT 
FROM HERE. 
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TANK GIRL...HE'S DEAD... Yooure NOT ALLOWED TO 
FeLt HAIM...HE'S DEAD. DO STUFF LIKE THAT. IT'S 
YOU LET HIM DIE! UNACCEPTABLE. 
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ARTY FARTY \ 
HAD A PARTY - 
ALL THE FARTS WERE THERE 
TUTTI-FRUTTI 
Bm | DID A BEAUTY 
| AND THEY ALL CAME OUT FOR AIR 
7 TTR Z 
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RECENTLY I'VE HAD A YEARNING 
TO GET BACK TO THE SIMPLICITY 


OF THE GOOD OL’ DAYS. THINGS SO I'VE CALLED EVERYONE TOGETHER STICK WITH US, 
MUCH EASIER AND CHEM WE'RE GONNA DO THIS 


SEEMED SO 
STRAIGHTFORWARD YEARS AGO. 


UL 


HOW DO Yol 
KNOW WHAT IT’S ie 
CALLED? T'VE ONLY \Y 


“4 
Ae . 
Lakota 


HERE T AM! AND HERE'S 
THE VILLAGE BIKE! HERE'S 


ER..NG, THE PLAN: 
cose ers ratte 
NOT EXACT 4° ANTI-TANK GUN OUT 
OF THE TRUNK OF 
MY TANK... 


AND WHAT'S THIS 
BIG, FUCKED-UP 
CAR-JET-ROCKET | 
THING? 


of 
? 


GNNN/! CHRIST THIS 
THING'S HEAVY, WHAT'S: 
WRONG WITH FUCKING 

HAND-GRENADES?1_ 
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! IN a, Het Fe 
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I'VE POPPED. 


OW! I THINK 
my 
SPHINCTER! 
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«AND PLACE IT 
CAREFULLY IN THE HOLD 
OF THE NEW FUCKED-UP 
CAR-PLANE-HELICOPTER 

THING. 


NOW WE NEED TO GO AND PICK UP MY STRAP YOURSELVES IN 
OLD ACQUAINTANCE RON THE DON, GOOD AND TIGHT KIDS, 
WHO, AS YOU ALL KNOW, IS THE TM ABOUT TO ACTIVATE 
HEAD OF THE EIGHT@ALL PULGATOR BLITZ! 
DELUXE GANG. 


I DON'T WANT TO. 
ALARM ANYONE, BUT 


A" 
DO YOU MEAN, 
“ SLIGHTLY OFF | 
BALANCE"? 
Zh 


YOUR VEHICLE. 


Cee curs Ate VERT AMOTINege 


A LONG TIME AGO WE HID SOME TREASURE BEHIND A 
BLACKBOARD IN AN OLD SCHOOLHOUSE AND WE WENT AWAY AND 
FORGOT ALL ABOUT IT UNTIL ONE DRUNKEN MORNING WHEN 
BOOGA FOUND WE HAD NO CASH FOR A CARTON OF MILK AND T 
SUDDENLY REMEMBERED THAT WE HAD SOME STASHED AWAY 
S90 WE FIRED UP THE TANK AND WENT TWENTY-THREE MILES: 
ACROSS COUNTRY TO THE TOWN WHERE IT WAS HIDDEN BUT 
WHEN WE ARRIVED WE FOUND THAT SCHOOLHOUSE HAD BEEN 

Ceres INTO. 


A BANK BUT THAT DIDN'T PUT US OFF ONE 
LE BIT AS WE WERE DESPERATE FOR A CUP OF TEA 


0 I SWUNG THE CANNON AROUND AND POINTED IT ROUGHLY 
AT THE PLACE WHERE THE BLACKBOARD WOULD HAVE BEEN 
AND LET RIP WITH A NASTY GREAT SHELL WHICH BLEW 
THE BACK OUT OF THE BUILDING AND DESTROYED ANY 
HOPE WE EVER HAD OF FINDING OUR TREASURE. 


AND YOU CAN'T HIDE 
MONEY IN A BAN * 
Ie 
Wy): 


FINALLY, AFTER YEARS OF 
LAW SUITS AND COURT CASES, 


WE'VE MANAGED TO GET IT TURNS OUT THAT THE HEAD OF THE FILM COMPANY THAT HELD 
BACK MY MOVIE RIGHTS. THEM WAS MORE THAN PARTIAL TO A LITTLE “HAIRY SAUSAGE ACTION” 
(IF YOU KNOW WHAT | MEAN), AND JET GIRL, NOT BEING PARTICULARLY 
FUSSY WHAT SHE GETS UP TO, WAS HAPPY TO OBLIGE. 


Wy: 


() 
\ j BOOGA, WILL LAM\\ 
cA, CAMERA . YOU PUT DOWN THAT NY 
ONE READY! iz CAN OF CRUSHED GRAPE W\IKoiNnpL 
p : Bi 4 


WHO'S GOT THE 
SCRIPT? 4 pf 

NARA } 
Be i 


LISTEN UF CREW - THIS 


AND PREPARE 
TO ACT YOUR 
ARSE OFF. 


A FUCKING 
RIPPER. 


HANG ON, JET 
GIRL, ARE YOU MEANT 


AFTER ALL. 


AND 
DR. JAPSEYE 
YOU WILL REMAIN 
UNTIL WE FINISH 
SHOOTING. 


NO WAY, BOOGA. 
IT'S FAR TOO LATE TO. 
START SWAPPING ROLES: 
NOW. YOU ARE THE FAMOUS 
TECHNO-SURGEON, 
DR. JAPSEYE, 


WHAT THE FUCK 
HAVE YOU DONE TO MY 
TANK? WHY CAN'T WE 
JUST LEAVE EVERYTHING 
AS IT IS AND GET 
ON WITH IT? 


LISTEN, nik GIRL, at mF 
(T'S ALL PART OF MODE! 
FILM MAKING - IF WE DON’T THE MARK OF 


TAKE THE ORIGINAL IDEA AND A PROFESSIONAL TO. 
TOTALLY FUCK IT SIDEWAYS, MAKE THE GOOD STUFF 


THEN WE'RE NOT DOING , END UP COMPLETELY 


A PROPER JOB. 


I’M NOT SO SURE 
ABOUT THIS, BARNEY, IT 
SOUNDS LIKE A SHITTY IDEA 
TO ME. BUT YOU APPEAR TO 
KNOW WHAT YOU'RE TALKING: 


ABOUT, SO T’M PLACING MYSELF 


OKAY. TIT 
COMPLETELY IN YOUR VERY <7 id ie Le 


CAPABLE HANDS. 


By THREE GRUELLING YEARS ie 
OF FILMING LATER... 


"7 


IN THE OTH 
HAND, AND I GAVE FIVE 
COMMENTS AWAY, HOW 
MANY COMMENTS — JF 
WOULD T HAVE 
LEFT? 


Me 
my) if \ 
IS IS IT, TEAMS 
THE ENTRANCE TO THE 
RIPPER’S BASE! YOU 
KNOW WHAT YOU'VE 
GOT TO DO... 


a\ THAT'LL TEACH 
YOU To RIP Me, You 
MODIFIED MARSUPIAL 
y| p MIMIC! 
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AFTER SEVERAL MONTHS AND MORE [& 
y THAN ENOUGH TIME TO CONTEMPLATE 
f WHERE THEY WENT WRONC 


ACCORDING TO THE FILM STUDIO'S 
co} T, WE'VE MANAGED TO 
SIGN AWAY ALL THE RIGHTS, 
AGAIN ... 


wT SAYS HE! 

“IN PERPETUITY AND 
UNTIL THE DESTRUCTION OF 
THE UNIVERSE OR THE END 

OF TIME, WHICH EVER 
COMES FIRST’. 


THERE'S A WHOLE LOTTA SWEARIN’ GOIN’ ON... 


“FUCK. FUCK. FUCK. FUCK. FUCK. FUCK. FUCK. FUCK. FUCK. FUCK. FUCKIN’ HELL. SHIT. FUCKIN’ SHIT. FUCKIN’ SHIT IN HELL. 
FUCKER. BLOODY SHITTING FUCKER. FUCKY FUCKY FUCK FUCK. TITS. SHITTY TIT FUCKER BALLSHITTER. FUCKING SHIT- 
SPITTER” 


PLEASE EXCUSE MY UNUSUALLY PROFANE OUTBURST, BUT I'VE TOTALLY FUCKED MYSELF UR, 
OH MAN. OH FUCK. 


I WAS RESHAPING MY STEEL TOECAPS AFTER GIVING MY TANK A GOOD KICKING WHEN I ACCIDENTALLY KNOCKED THE 
ANVIL OFF OF ITS PLINTH. THE FUCKING BASTARD THING LANDED SQUARELY ON MY FUCKING FOOT. 


SHIT. 
OH FUCK. 


T'VE REALLY MASHED IT THIS TIME. I'VE NEVER KNOWN PAIN QUITE LIKE IT. THERE'S A WHOLE CHOIR OF BANSHEES 
SQUEALING THEIR AWFUL HYMN TO AGONY RIGHT IN THE FRONT OF MY SKULL. AND MY NERVOUS SYSTEM IS BEING WRUNG 
THROUGH A SANDPAPER-LINED MANGLE AND HAMMERED BLOODY WITH A RUSTY POKER AS IT COMES OUT THE OTHER END. 


WHAT A FUCKING TWAT T AM. 


HERE COMES BOOGA. BOOGA IS MY BOYERIEND, HAS BEEN FOR SEVERAL YEARS NOW. HE LOVES ME AND I LOVE HIM, 
EVEN THOUGH HE'S A KANGAROO AND A BIT OF A DICK. 


HE LOOKS DOWN AT ME AS I HALF-PROP MYSELF AGAINST A HORSEBOX BY THE DOOR OF THE BARN. “WHAT HAVE YOU 
DONE TO YOURSELF NOW, MY LITTLE MITTEN?” HE ASKS IN AN ANNOYINGLY DOTING PARENTAL TONE. 


“ARGH...FUCKIN’...DROPPED...ANVIL...FOOT...FUCKED IT...” I GRUMBLE THROUGH GRITTED TEETH, *...CAN'T...FUCKIN’...WALK... 
BOLLOCKS...” 


“DO YOU WANT ME TO KISS IT BETTER?” 
T LOOK AT HIM THROUGH SLANTY, TEAR-FILLED EYES. “DO YOU THINK ITLL HELP?” I WHISPER. 


“ALWAYS USED TO WORK FOR ME,” HE REPLIES IN AN OFF-THE-CUFF MANNER, “IF I'D INJURED MYSELF WHEN I WAS A KIQ 
MOTHER WOULD ALWAYS KISS ME ON THE SPOT WHERE IT HURT THE MOST.” 


“THAT'S JUST GREAT” I REMARK, “THE NEXT TIME WE GO ROLIND HER HOUSE FOR TEA, REMIND ME TO KICK YOU REALLY 
HARD IN THE COCK.” 


BOOGA CROUCHES DOWN AND PUTS HIS BIG OL’ MARSUPIAL HANDS UNDER MY ARMPITS. “CAN YOU STAND UP?” 
“YEAH,” I SNAP SARCASTICALLY, “BUT I'LL FALL STRAIGHT-BACK-FUCKIN’-DOWN AGAIN.” 
“LET'S GIVE IT A GO,” HE SAYS LIFTING ME EASILY WITH HIS POWERFUL ARMS “THERE, NOT A CHALLENGE.” 


TM HANGING THERE BY HIS SUPPORT, MY FEET DANGLING JUST ABOVE THE GROUND LIKE A MARIONETTE. THE RELIEF 
FROM THE PAIN IS MAKING ME FEEL LIKE FAINTING. 


“NOW, LET'S SEE YOU TAKE A FEW STEPS...” HE SAYS WITH ASSURANCE. SUDDENLY HIS HANDS ARE PULLED AWAY FROM 
UNDER MY ARMS AND I LAND WITH MY FULL WEIGHT ON MY FEET. 


"FUCKING HELL////” 


THE ONLY WAY OUT OF THIS 
MESS IS STRAIGHT UR GOTTA 
KEEP ON GOING. GOTTA GET 
TO THE TOR EVERYTHING WILL 
BE COOL, JUST AS LONG AS 
WE CAN REACH THE TOP OF 

THIS CRAPPY MOUNTAIN. 


CHRIST, MY 
ARM ACHES. I THINK 
TLL DANGLE HERE 
AND REST FORA 

MOMENT. 
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APROBLEM, IT'LL ii 
EVAPORATE BEFORE || 
IT CAN cause ANY J | 
\ DAMAGE. 
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I'VE BEEN LOSING A LOT OF BLOOR PINTS OF THE STUFF. IT'S THERE, ALL OVER MY KHAKI TROUSERS AND WHITE SHIRT. 
THE HEAT OF THE MIDDAY SUN HAS DRIED IT OUT AND TURNED IT INTO A KIND OF STICKY, RED TOFFEE. BUT THAT HASN'T 
HELPED, AND STILL IT KEEPS ON COMING. I CAN'T STOP IT; THE WOUND IS TOO BIG. THE BULLET ENTERED MY BACK, 
JUST ABOVE MY PELVIS, AND I CAN FEEL THE BLOOD CAKED ON TO THE BACK OF MY PANTS BUT IT’S THE EXIT WOUND 
THAT'S GIVING ME THE REAL TROUBLE. IT MUST'VE BEEN A FUCKING HUGE CALIBRE BULLET; GOD KNOWS WHAT IT’S DONE 
TO MY INSIDES. 


I MUST TRY AND DRINK SOMETHING - ANYTHING - BUT I LITERALLY CANNOT MOVE. THERE IS NOT AN OUNCE OF ENERGY 
LEFT IN ME. 


MY TANK IS BELLY-UP IN A DRY DIRT DITCH AND I’M TUCKED AWAY AT THE BACK-END OF IT, KEEPING MY HEAD DOWN. I’M 
MANAGING TO FIRE OFF A ROUND FROM MY PISTOL EVERY COUPLE OF MINUTES AS A WARNING TO ANYONE WHO MIGHT 
BE THINKING THAT THE COAST IS CLEAR. 


T AM ALONE. I’M PRETTY CERTAIN THAT WITHOUT SERIOUS MEDICAL ATTENTION, I WILL BE DEAD WITHIN FIFTEEN MINUTES. 


THERE IS NOTHING LEFT FOR ME TO DO BUT SIT TIGHT AND WAIT, AS THE WORLD SLOWLY FOGS OVER AND RECEDES 
FROM VIEW. 


GOODBYE EVERYONE. 
GOODBYE MUM, THANKS FOR MAKING ME EAT MY GREENS AND IRONING MY SCHOOL UNIFORM. 
THANKS FOR FUCKING EVERYTHING, DAD, YOU BASTARD. 


AND BOOGA, HOW CAN I SAY GOODBYE TO YOU? THE ONE REAL MAN IN MY LIFE. I KNOW YOU'LL BE THERE, WAITING TO 
CATCH ME, WHEREVER I Go. 


SOMETHING'S MOVING OUT THERE, JUST BEYOND THE OTHER END OF THE TANK. I'VE GOT TO PULL MY TRIGGER GOT TO 
MAKE A SCARY BANG. 
BANG! 


“AH! AH! OH FUCK! OH FUCKING HELL!’ YOU STUPID FUCKING COW!" I'VE SHOT MYSELF IN THE LEG. NOW THAT'S REALLY 
FUCKED IT. LUCKILY THE BULLET IN MY BACK HAS CUT OFF THE NERVES FROM MY LEG, SO I’M FEELING NOTHING. BUT 
NOW I’M LETTING OUT BLOOD AT AN ALARMING RATE. 


THE DARK SHROUD OF DEATH IS RACING TOWARDS ME LIKE THE SHADOW OF A RAIN CLOUD ACROSS A ROLLING PASTURE. 
HELLO. 


WHAT IS WRONG WITH SOME PEOPLE? 
WHY WOULD YOU WANT TO FIGHT FOR NO 
IN GOOD Ri IN? WHY? WANDERING 
THIS BEAUTIFUL PLANET UNTIL YOU SPOT 
SOMEONE YOU KNOW YOU COULD BEAT 
THE LIVING CRAP OUT OF, AND THEN 
PROVOKING THEM UNTIL THEY BITE. 


YOU'D HAVE TO 
BE A TOTAL ANI 
TER CUNTBAG. 


WHICH IS JUST WHAT WE HAVE HERE - 
MA WHOLE GANG OF CUNTYBIKERS, 

PICKING ON US WHILE WE HAVE OUR 
PROVERBIAL PANTS AROUND OUR 
ANKLES, DESCENDING ON US LIKE 

PARATROOPING NAZIS IN OUR HOUR 
OF HAPPY, DRUNKEN WEAKNESS... 


TILL LEARN YA TO CALL ME PORTLY. 
YOU'LL LOOK LIKE A FUCKING 
PICASSO BY THE TIME I'VE 
FINISHED WITH YOU. 


ARGH: 


BOOGA...CHOKE... 
BOOGA...HELP ME! GET 
THIS CHEESEBURGER 


i! OKAY, 


<M 


SOMEBODY! 
HE'S GONNA DO 


ALANS WHAT 
ARE YOU DOING 
HERE? T THOUGHT 


LIKEWISE, 


SHOULD WE BE 
MAKING A QUICK GETAWAY? 
THOSE GUYS ARE LOOKING 

PRETTY RED. WOW, THIS IS 
JUST GREAT. ALAN. 
WHO'D HAVE THUNK IT? 
LKNOW I'M PRETTY 


FUCK ‘EM. 
IF THEY WANT ANOTHER: 
KNUCKLE-SANDWICH, T’LL 
f] GLADLY OBLIGE. T'LL SHOW THEM 
HOW TO MAKE A BOLLOCK BURGER 
TOO, OR A COCK-DOG IN A BUN. 
AND TLL SQUEEZE OUT SOME 
OF THEIR FUCKING MAN- 
MUSTARD IF THEY COME 
NEAR ME AGAIN. 


CAN I GET A 
RIDE WITH YOU CATS? 
TWAS DOING A FIFTEEN- 
MILE-LONG WHEELIE FROM & 
THE LAST TOW! 


FOLLOW YOU 
ANYWHERE. 


AFEW comme! Tae ull ail \e/ 
EXPENSIVE TER... i= 
alee 


: 0 5 bf” (T'S WORKED OUT 
Tis 8 mis beat Sone ars AY couse ont 
THE PRESIDENT THIS HAIRY LITTLE GUY - 
WALTON-CHESTHAIR- Vx WE GIVE HIM A CONSTANT 
ALLBAG HOTEL, THEIR ¥s y {\ SUPPLY OF BRILLIANT IDEAS 
E AND HE GIVES US A 


YOU CAN Al 
\ THE INJUSTICE OF SUCH 
OUTLANDISH LUXURY 
AS YOU'RE TRYING 
TO SLEEP. 


\y' 


4 oY MIN-BAR 


WE'RE QUICKLY 
SLIDING INTO DEBT. WE 
ARE LIVING BEYOND OUR 

MEANS. WITHOUT BARNEY'S BRAIN 

WORKING AT FULL-TILT, We WILL 
HAVE TO RELINQUISH THIS LUXURY 

LIFESTYLE TO WHICH WE HAVE 

ALL BECOME ACCUSTOMED. 
IT’S UNIMAGINABLE. 


I RECKON 
OUR CREDIT IS GOOD 


Eee WHICH BRINGS: 


US TO THE SNAG IN 
THE WHOLE PLAN, OUR 

BRILLIANT SOURCE 
OF BRILLIANT IDEAS - 

BARNEY. 
uP UNTIL 
YESTERDAY SHE WAS: 
csle ra) jeoou 


AND INVENTIONS 
BY THE DOZEN. BUT 
THEN... THEN... 


THEN HER 
BOYFRIEND ROLF 
DUMPED HER. 


FIVE BOTTLES OF 
DOM PERIGNON NINETEEN 
SEVENTY-THREE. SIXTY SOFT 
CUSHIONS WITH ANTIQUE INDIAN 
COVERS. A CO} “A MATTER 
OF LIFE AND DEATH ON DVD. AND 
ADANSETTE "BERMUDA" RECORD 


SUSPENSE, I'VE 
BITTEN MY NAIL 


DOWN TO THE 
CUTICLES. 


ICE CREAM. 


WRISTWATCHES 
THAT TRANSFORM 
INTO ROBOTS. 


ww; 
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I HAVE 
NO FUCKING 
IDEA WHAT JUST 
HAPPENED. 


KI 
ENDING Wi 
ALL BEEN 
WAITING FOR. 


